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TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS 


THE  LEHIGH 


Open  House  Issue 


Only  the  Center  Leaves -these  are  the  Mi/dest  Leaves  £ p y^The  Cream  of  the  Crop 


NOT  the  top  leaves — they  re  under-developed — 
they  are  harsh! 


NOT  the  bottom  leaves  — they’re  inferior  m 
quality — coarse  and  always  sandy! 


EHIGH 


again  welcomes  you  to  Open  House. 


Behind  every  exhibit  you  visit  there 


stands  the  invisible  spirit  of  thousands  of  Lehigh  students  who  have  gone  on 
into  the  world  to  add  luster  to  the  name  of  Lehigh.  Graduates  are  the  true 


exhibits  of  Lehigh  . . . the  living  monuments  of  a great  university  . . . and  justly 
Lehigh’s  greatest  pride. 


And  ever  in  the  hearts  of  Lehigh  men  there  beats  a fragment  of  the  Alma 


Mater  . . . 


“All  she  wrests  from  Nature’s  storehouse — naught  escapes  her  eye 
Gives  she  gladly  to  her  dear  sons,  while  we  bless  Lehigh.” 


In  preparation  of  its  future  sons  Lehigh  offers  four  year  courses  in  . . . 


Arts  and  Science 

General  cultural  course; 
also  pre-medical  and  pre- 
legal  courses,  and  prepar- 
ation for  teaching  and 
journalism. 


Engineering 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 
Sanitary  Engineering 


Business  Administration 

Preparation  for  positions 
in  banking  and  invest- 
ments, accounting,  insur- 
ance. public  utilities, 
merchandising,  and  gen- 
eral business. 


High  school  and  preparatory  school  students  are  invited  to  consult  about 
their  educational  plans  with  the  Registrar,  Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


THE  NEW 
1934 

CHEVROLET 

“KNEE  ACTION” 


1934  Chevrolet  Master  Six  Roadster 

DRIVE  IT  ONLY  A FEW  MILES 
AND  YOU’LL  NEVER  BE  SAT- 
ISFIED WITH  ANY  OTHER  LOW 
PRICED  CAR. 

80  horsepower 
80  miles  per  hour 

HAUSER  CHEVROLET  CO. 

324  West  Fourth  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Phone  5500 

RODERICH  R.  HAUSER,  ’24,  President 
P.  W.  SCHMOYER,  ’26,  Treasurer 


ARE  WE  RIGHT  WHEN  WE  SAY 

that  when  you  come  to  a New  York  hotel  whether  business 
or  pleasure  bent  for  a day,  a week,  a month  or  longer,  there 
are  certain  requirements  you  consider  essential,  certain  con- 
veniences you  have  every  reason  to  expect,  and  still  other 
features  that,  while  not  imperative,  do  add  immeasurably 
to  your  comfort.  We  pride  ourselves  on  the  fact  that  so 
many  people  always  return  to  the  Hotel  Times  Square. 
The  obvious  reason  is  that  our  service,  our  facilities  and  our 
location  meet  the  demands  of  a great  majority  of  visitors 
to  New  York. 

You  Will  Appreciate  the  Fact  That 

our  rooms  are  bright  and  airy,  our  beds  are  superlatively 
comfortable,  there  is  an  R.C.A.  radio  in  every  room  and 
reading  lamps,  full  length  mirrors  and  other  conveniences. 
Our  baths  are  immaculate. 

If  a Convenient  Location  Is  Important 

when  you  stay  here  you  are  within  a few  minutes  walk, 
not  taxi,  of  all  theatres,  Radio  city,  Madison  Square  Gar- 
den and  innumerable  restaurants  and  night  clubs,  all  trans- 
portation lines,  subway,  elevated,  surface  cars  and  buses 
are  but  a step  from  your  front  door.  Excellent  garage  fa- 
cilities are  immediately  adjacent,  and  your  car  will  be  called 
for  and  delivered. 

Your  Meals  While  You  Are  With  Us 

there  are  few  spots  in  New  York  that  are  more  thoroughly 
home-like  and  informal  than  our  new  Early  American  Grill 
and  Restaurant.  You  will  enjoy  excellent  meals  well  served 
at  most  reasonable  prices.  The  special  combination  break- 
fasts, luncheons  and  dinners  are  most  attractive. 

A Message  to  Managers 

we  invite  inquiries  from  managers  of  teams,  clubs  and  other 
groups  regarding  special  accommodations  and  rates. 

— RATES  — 

Daily:  From  $2.00  to  $3.00  Single;  $3.00  to  $4.00  Double 
None  Higher 

SPECIAL  WEEKLY  OR  MONTHLY  RATES 

All  Expense  Excursions 

Room  food  and  lots  of  outside  entertainment  for  the 

week-end,  or  any  two  days $ 5.50 

Or  for  any  three  days — a full  program  of  activity — 

day  or  night  $10.00 

When  writing  for  details  and  descriptive  circular  "C” 
please  mention  the  publication  you  are  reading 

• 

HOTEL  TIMES  SQUARE 

Under  Direction  Wm.  S.  Brown 

Times  Square,  New  York 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


two 


"EVEN  HIS  WORST 


FRIENDS 


TOLD  HIM/ 


THEY  SURE  DID— when  they 
recovered!  But  recovering  from 
the  K.  O.  of  that  sullen,  soupy  pipe 
was  harder  than  holing  a golf  hall 
from  a sand  trap! 

A pipe-cleaner,  an  orange-and- 
black  tin  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh — 
and  how  his  circle  of  admirers  will 
widen!  This  happy  mixture  of  fine 
Kentucky  Burleys  has  the  body  that 
men  want,  with  a calm  fragrance  that 
raises  you  in  the  estimation  of  your 

friends and  yourself.  Try  it. 

You’ll  like  it. 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-44. 


Send  for  this 

FREE 

BOOKLET 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


It’s  iy~ AND  ITS  MILDER 


Let’s  Go  Modern! 

At  present  printing  is  for  the 
most  part  in  this  stage,  an  anti- 
quated form  whereby  the  same 
capital  letter  formation  used  by 
Guttenberg  years  and  years  ago 
continues  to  be  used.  In  this  age 
of  flux  and  change  we  should  truly 
symbolize  our  progress  in  our  doc- 
uments to  future  generations  . . . 
by  a change  in  printing. 

some  few  conservatives  aware 
o f the  coming  revolution  in  type 
composition  have  advanced  the 
idea  of  no  capital  letters.  they 
are  the  cowards  of  the  press  . . . 
the  shrinking  violets  of  the  fourth 
estate  and  no  damn  good  to  boot, 
we  must  have  a complete  revolu- 
tion or  we  11  all  be  eating  grass 
again. 

aCCORDINGLY  i pRESENT 
mY  pLAN  fOR  rEVOLUTION- 
IZING  tHE  wHOLE  sTYLE  oF 
PRINTING.  CONSIDER  tHE  IN- 
NUMERABLE aDVANTAGES 
tO  bE  gAINED  fROM  bOOKS 
1IKE  tHIS.  iF  aT  fIRST  yOU 
dON’T  1IKE  iT  rEMEMBER  tHE 
tRIALS  oF  tHE  fIRST  sTEAM- 
BOAT,  tHE  fIRST  aUTOMO- 
BILE  aND  tHE  fIRST  pRINTING 
PRESS.  dEAR  rEADER  JOIN 
tHE  mOVEMENT  fOR  tYPE 
rEVOLUTION.  fOREWARD. 
eVER  fOREWARD  sONS  oF 
tHE  PRINTING  rEVOLUTION! 


ODE  TO  SPRING 

We  wandered,  she  and  I, 

V/here  the  stream  cut  little 
Gulleys  and  ruts. 

It  was  Spring  and  my  fancy 
Made  me  say,  “I  love  you, 
Nancy ” 

To  which  she  answered 

“NUTS!!” 


Our  Advertisers 


Arbogast  & Bastian  Co. 

Bricker’s  Bread 
Leo  Brown 
Brown  and  Borhek 
Chesterfield  Cigarettes 
Colonial  Bowling  Alleys 
Crystal  Restaurant 
Dugan  Brothers 
Edgeworth  Tobacco 
Electric  Laundry 
Fenstermacher  & Rems  Co. 
Fountain  Cafe 
E.  H.  Gier 
Goodenough’s 
Bill  Hager 

Hauser  Chevrolet  Co. 

Hotel  Bethlehem 
Hotel  Times  Square 
Kemmerer  Paper  Co. 

Kcch  Brothers 
Lehigh  Stationery  Co. 

Lehigh  University 
Life  Savers 

Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes 
McCaa  Studio 
Mowrer’s  Dairy 
New  Way  Laundry 
E.  O’Reilly  Co. 

Phillips  Music  Store 
Purity  Meat  Market 
Purol  Service  Station 
Sanders-Reinhardt  Co.,  Inc. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Tobacco 
Rau  & Arnold 
Reeves,  Parvin  & Co. 

Royal  Cleaners 

Sanitary  Fruit  Market 

M.  G.  Snyder 

Sun  Inn 

J.  A.  Trimble 

Ueata  Lunch 

Walbert  & Burlingame 

Warner  Motor  Company 

Wilbur  Trust  Company 

Wolbach  Candy  and  Tobacco  Co. 

Wren  House 

Young’s  Drug  Stores 
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Hail  Lehigh 

We  invite  you  to  make 
yourself  at  home  in  our 
stores  . . . Today  as  a 
college  man  and  tomor- 
row at  a professional 
man. 

Edwin  H.  Young 

Drugs  Stores,  Inc. 

BROAD  and  MAIN  STREETS 

310  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

WEST  4th  STREET  and  BRODWAY 

“It's  a Pleasure  to  Buy 
at  Young's 


J.  A.  TRIMBLE  CO. 


Heard  During  the  Boxing 
Tournament 

First  pugilist:  Stop  pushing  me, 
will  you? 

Second  gladiator:  I got  a right 
to  push  you  if  I wanna. 

First  animal:  Yeah,  but  your 
right  ends  where  my  left  begins. 


"Whatcha  doin  this  P.  M.  ?” 
”M.  & M.  lab.” 

“Mechanical  and  Mining?” 
“Naw,  Mooch  and  Movie.” 


“White  Kid? 


yy 


Crystal 

Restaurant 

22  West  Fourth  Street 
PHONE  9307 


Brown- 
Borhek  Co. 

Lumber 

Millwork 

Hardware 

Paints 

Unpainted  Furniture 


Reeves,  Parvin  & Co. 


WHOLESALE  GROCERS 

FEATURING  for  FRATERNITIES 

KNIGHTHOOD  & LAKESIDE 

PURE  FOOD  PRODUCTS 


Represented  by 

E.  R.  FRITCHMAN 

2nd  and  Hamilton  Streets,  Allentown,  Penna. 


NEW  WAY  SYSTEM 
LAUNDRY 


Bethlehem’s  Best  Laundry 


Thirteenth  and  Union  Boulevard 
PHONE  70 


Most  guys  are 
Screwy.  When 
They’re  in  love  they're 
Sick,  and  when  they’re 
Not  they  wanna 
Be.  Not  me,  I’m  smart. 
I’m  not  in  love,  but 
That  gal  I 

Have  a date  with  every 
Nite,  sure  is  pretty 
Swell. 


ELECTRIC 
LAUNDRY  CO. 

PHONE  36 

We  Use  Ivory  Soap  Exclusively 


four 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


It  has  been  suggested  that  the  Physics  depart- 
ment make  the  wire  lots  stronger  in  their  pendulum 
this  year  so  the  children  can  play  firemen  all  day 
instead  of  being  forced  to  just  pull  the  thing  like  a 
bow. 


Let  Lucy  Lily  Lily  Lily 
In  praise  of  Gertrude  Stein 
She  wrote  an  opery  . . . uh  huh 
Eenie,  meenie,  weenie  dine. 

• 

“Why  is  old  Smith  hustling  around  so  strenuous- 
ly? 1 thought  he  had  retired  from  business  with 
enough  in  the  bank  to  live  on  the  rest  of  his  life.’ 
“He  thought  so  too — but  his  bankers  said  there 
wasn’t  enough  for  both  them  and  him  to  live  on 
and  so  he’d  have  to  go  to  work.” 


Little  Bo  Peep  has  lost  some  sleep 
And  she  was  quite  annoyed 
Because  it  seems  that  all  her  dreams 
Were  cases  for  Sigmund  Freud. 


“Lovely  Open  House  you  have  here, 
Miss  Phnar.” 


Old  King  Cole  was  a merry  old  soul 
(So  goes  the  ancient  rime) 

He  called  for  his  pipe  and  he  called  for  his  wife 
And  he  sure  had  a helluva  time. 


O’Reilly’s 

Ahead  by  a Big  Margin 

Here's  one  “Selection”  you  can  play  with  confidence  . . . 

A winner  every  time  . . . 

O’REILLY’S  CLOTHES 

They  pay  long  odds  in  style,  fit,  charm,  long  service 
and  economy  . . . thoroughbreds  . . . because  they’re 
America's  smartest  clothes  . . . 

KNIT-TEX— KUPPENHEIMER—  MICHAELS-STERN 

E.  O’REILLY  CO.  — 3rd  and  New  Streets 


THE  OLD 

SUN  INN 

SINCE  1758 


Compliments  of 

Purity  Meat  Market 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN  CO. 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 

U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


The  swing  is  to 


THE  FOUNTAIN  CAFE 


A rendezvous  in  the  modern  manner 
Famed  for  the  I 2 ounce  Pretzel 
925  Seneca  Street 


This  advertisement  is  not  intended  to  offer 
Pretzels  for  sale  or  delivery  in  any  state  or 
community  wherein  the  advertising  or  sale 
of  Pretzels  is  unlawful. 
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The 

Burr 

and 

Babies 


In  the  course  of  publishing  a magazine  we  have 
many  amusing  and  varied  experiences,  some  in  pro- 
duction and  a good  many 
in  providing  the  multitude 
of  services  which  we  pro- 
vide for  subscribers  and 
advertisers.  It’s  all  in  the 
day’s  work  to  us  but,  as  in 
the  accompanying  excerpt 
from  our  mental  files,  oft- 
en of  incalculable  value  to 
those  whom  we  aid. 

While  the  story  here  re- 
produced is  that  of  a ser- 
vice rendered  to  one  of 
the  youngest  generation, 
out  more  usual  work  lies 
in  aiding  the  now  acceler- 
ating wheels  of  commerce. 

The  BURR  provides  its 
advertisers  with  market  research,  advertisement 
preparation  and  marketing  cooperation.  A list  of  the 


concerns  which  have  benefitted  by  our  unusual  ser- 
vices would  read  like  . . . well  like  the  list  of  adver- 
tisers in  the  BURR.  Al- 
ways eager  to  speed  up  the 
trip  back  to  prosperity  we 
invite  you  to  consult  with 
us  on  your  advertising  and 
sales  problems  relating  to 
the  greatest  buying  group 
in  Bethlehem  . . . the  stu- 
dent body  of  Lehigh  Uni- 
versity. 

Upturn  Item  for  the  Le- 
high Valley:  The  Burr, like 
the  Saturday  Evening 
Post,  Vogue,  Collier’s 
and  other  nationally 
known  publications,  be- 
lieves in  making  known  to 
its  public  that  in  this  issue 
the  increase  of  advertising  space  sold  far  exceeds 
that  of  any  previous  month  since  1930. 


Last  December  Wee  Burro,  through  the  offices  of  its 
editors,  had  the  pleasure  of  solving  one  of  life’s  little  prob- 
lems for  a dilemma  riding  father-about-to  be.  One  of  our 
readers,  who  was  then  already  the  father  of  a son  was  ex- 
pecting to  become  twice  a father,  the  blessed  event  being 
predicted  for  the  day  prior  to  Christmas  or  thereabouts. 
With  Inflation  imminent  our  reader  decided  to  combine  the 
family  Christmas  cards  with  the  announcement  of  a family 
addition.  Thereupon  technicalities  ensued. 

Our  reader  consulted  with  us,  believing  our  knowledge 
of  typography  and  printing  to  be  invaluable,  and  oddly 
enough  it  was  invaluable.  As  the  sex  of  the  child  was  in- 
determinable. we  sent  the  father-to-be  off  to  a hurried  family 
consultation,  the  objective  being  the  naming  of  a child  of 
each  sex,  which  was  accomplished  after  much  the  usual 
fashion. 

During  the  early  days  of  December  Mr.  Burr  Reader  ad- 
dressed his  envelopes  which  were  to  contain  the  announce- 
ment of  a birth  and  a very  Merry  Christmas  to  you  all,  that 
he  might  be  prepared  when  the  heir  (or  heiress)  appeared 
upon  the  scene.  At  the  printery  which  Wee  BURRO  had 
selected  military-like  precision  pervaded  the  ink-laden  at- 
mosphere for  in  readiness  were  kept  two  forms,  inscribed 
with  the  announcements,  but  one  being  the  harbinger  of  the 
advent  of  a Mr.  William  while  the  other,  tied  with  a pink 
ribbon,  was  held  in  readiness  lest  Mr.  William  be  Miss 
Marianne.  Arrangements  were  made  for  our  reader  to  phone 
the  printery  immediately  upon  the  determination  of  the 
child’s  sex.  whereupon  the  printing  presses  would  sweep 
into  a mighty  crescendo,  and  within  a few  hours  the  for- 
mally printed  cards  would  be  borne  to  every  part  of  the 
land  announcing  the  birth  of  Mr.  William  (or  Miss  Mar- 
ianne) plus  best  wishes  for  a Merry  Christmas. 

We  of  the  BL'RR  take  great  pride  in  pointing  out  that  a 
Mr.  William  was  born  on  the  twenty-third  of  December 
and.  through  our  sage  printing  counsel,  his  announcement 
cards  . . . plus  best  wishes  for  a Merry  Christmas,  were 
delivered  by  the  next  mail.  At  the  present  time  Mr.  Wil- 
liam has  a lusty  yowl  and  we  have  a pleased  grin. 
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“O  pardon  me,  I thought  this  Was  another 
exhibit 

LOONEY  LEXICON 

HOBO— A musical  instrument  playing  the  softer 
parts  of  a symphony. 

BOTTLE— A military  encounter. 

BOAT — Meaning  two.  Such  as  "the  boat  of  dem. 
SHIP— A wool  bearing  animal. 

SHOES — To  select.  “Sho  es  one  of  dem. 

DOCK— A n aquatic  mammal. 

HERRING — The  auditory  sensibility.  Such  as  “hard 
of  herring.’’ 

PEACHES— A verb  meaning  to  hurl.  "He  peaches 
de  ball.’’ 

BRIDE — Clever.  A bride  boy. 

RUDDER — Instead.  “I’d  rudder  do  this.’ 

SHEEP — Verb  meaning  to  send. 

RIDE — True.  "Dot’s  ride. 

ROAD — Past  of  write.  "I  road  hm  a letter.' 
POMP— A source  of  water. 

PEST To  glue. 

PUP— A colloquiallism  for  father. 

GAS — To  judge.  “Gas  which  one. 

JAP A straight  left  h and  punch. 

RISE — A Chinese  agricultural  product. 

REAP — To  tear. 

POT— A bit  of  something.  “Give  me  pot  of  dat. 
BECK — Opposite  of  front. 

FLASH — Epidermis.  “I  saw  him  in  de  flash.” 

GRIN — A verdant  color. 

TOMB — -Form  of  Address.  “Tomb  it  may  concern.’ 
MITT — Something  a vegetarian  won’t  eat. 

COIL — Young  female. 

BOX — Slang  for  dollars. 

CHEROOT — “Cheroot  for  the  home  team?  ’ 


The  19  34  Packard,  like  the  first  Packard 
and  all  other  Packard  automobiles, 
stands  forth  as  a monument  to  Lehigh 
engineering  training.  For  Packard  is  the 
world  over  recognized  as  the  symbol  of 
Quality  in  automobiles,  the  “New  Yard- 
stick by  which  to  measure  all  other  fine 
car  values. 


ASK  THE  MAN  WHO  OWNS  ONE 


The  1934  Packard 


THE  PACKARD  EIGHT 

Thirteen  Handsome  Body  Types 
Three  Wheeibase  Lengths — 120  H.  P.  Engine 

THE  PACKARD  SUPER-EIGHT 

Thirteen  Beautiful  Body  Types 
Three  Wheelbase  Lengths — 145  H.  P.  Engine 

THE  PACKARD  TWELVE 

Twelve  Luxurious  Body  Types 
Two  Wheelbase  Lengths — 160  H.  P.  Engine 


Fenstermacher  Rems  Company 

2S-32  North  Fifth  Street  - - Allentown,  Penna. 

R.  J.  REMS,  LEHIGH  '13 


• ASK  THE  MAN  WHO  OWNS  ONE  T 
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Vol.  LI 
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No.  7 

Norman  Alper,  ’34  David  Steinberg,  '35  Richard  Lindabury,  ’34 

Managing  Editor  Art  Editor  Business  Manager 

A.  T.  Bailey,  Jr.,  '34  John  R.  Fugard,  '34 

Advertising  Manager  Circulation  Manager 


M.  H.  Baxter 
E.  S.  Chickering 
L.  M.  Lake 
D.  W.  Hoppock 
S.  H.  Brisker,  II 


EDITORIAL  and  ART  BOARDS 

R.  C.  Colbaugh,  Jr. 

S.  R.  Goodrich 
E.  N.  Hower 
L.  M.  Roberts 
D.  Fentress 


F.  C.  Hawk 
F.  B.  Miller,  Jr. 
TV.  E.  Austin 
C.  Beeson 


Robert  Prall 
F.  A.  Groff 


BUSINESS  BOARD 

John  Nilan  S.  B.  Whitney,  Jr. 

R.  R.  McClintock 


Facutly  Advisors — G.  A.  Howland  and  A.  H.  Haring,  Jr. 


The  Burr  has  taken  a lot  of  “stuff,” 
Indeed,  we  found  the  going  rough. 
Our  most  worth}'  competitors 
Have  tried — and  in  their  efforts 
have 

Shown  their  mettle,  in  resorting 
To  many  and  varied  distressing 
means 

As  witless  slander  and  degraded 
Libel  — to  dislodge  the  well 
Established  supremacy  of  Ye 
Burr. 

However  now,  the  die  is  cast, 

And  the  smoke  of  battle  has 
cleared  away, 

Wee  Burro  with  his  kick  has  won 
the  day. 


Copyright,  1934,  by  The  Lehigh  Burr,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Exclusive  right  granted  to  Life  Magazine,  Inc. 

Issued  during  the  college  year  by  the  students  of  Lehigh  University  in  the  following 
months:  October,  November,  December,  January,  February,  March, 

April,  May  and  June. 

Subscription,  Two  Dollars 

The  Lehigh  Burr  is  entered  at  the  Post  Office  at  Bethlehem,  Pa.,  as  second  cl',ss  matter. 


CONTRIBUTORS 

BLASKY  FINLAY  STILLWELL 


WHY  A BURRO? 


Plutarch  Phnyatsch  interviews  Burrgomeister  Norman  Alper  as 


to  why  he  started  this  Burro  for  Lehigh’s  mascot  stuff. 

Phnyatsch:  “Why  a Burro  for  Lehigh’s  mascot. 

Burgomeister : “Oh,  just  a publicity  stunt  for  the  Burr  at  the 
Interfraternity  Council’s  expense.” 


Yes,  the  Burr  has  long  been  as- 
sailed and  stormed  by  inferior 
pseudo-artists  and  his  answer  as- 
sume the  dressing  of  a demonstra- 
tion of  its  own  strength  (kick,  to 
you)  rather  than  that  of  common 
insulting  remarks  far  too  often  em- 
ployed by  the  local  sheets.  At  this 
season  of  “chez  nous,”  or  “at 
home,”  referred  to  as  “Open 
House”  among  the  foremost  of 
exhibitions  is  this  issue  of  a half- 
century  old  publication.  (T  h e 
same  jokes  for  fifty  years — it  takes 
courage  to  print  them  anyway. ) 
Don’t  let  that  half  century  mislead 
you.  The  fiftieth  anniversary  al- 
ways makes  for  a little  extra  like, 
but  who  ever  celebrated  the  fifty- 
first  birthday,  as  does  the  Burr? 
Always  new  and  different,  if  not 
exactly  sane  and  sober.  And  even 
more.  The  Mechanicals  will  have 
only  one  copy  of  the  remotely 
controlled  motor  car,  the  Chem- 
ists only  one  smoke  screen  to  hide 
themselves,  and  the  Physicists  but 
one  Pendulum  (though  it  is  doubt- 
ful if  any  of  the  visitors  should 
wish  to  bear  these  away  as  souven- 
irs) but  there  will  be  a thousand 
copies  of  the  — what  is  it  now,  — 
o yes,  the  Burr  printed  and  thus  is 
designed  one  Open  House  presen- 
tation that  you  can  treasure  as  all 
your  own. 
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Time  Drags  On 

Our  Southern  correspondent 
reports  the  discovery  of  the  laziest 
man  in  the  world  in,  of  all  places, 
the  town  of  Greenville,  North  Ca- 
rolina. It  happened  in  the  lobby 
of  the  town’s  largest  hotel.  Three 
New  York-bound  travellers  had 
stopped  to  spend  Saturday  night 
in  the  hotel,  planning  to  go  on  in 
the  morning.  After  they  had 
washed  and  eaten  their  dinner, 
they  found  themselves  with  time 
hanging  heavily  on  their  hands, 
l ire  idea  of  bridge  came  up,  but 
a hurried  canvas  was  unable  to 
find  a fourth.  Finally,  however,  a 
clean  looking  youth  was  found 
dozing  in  the  corner  of  the  lobby, 
and  he  was  pressed  into  service. 
He  proved  to  be  a passable  bridge 
player,  and  the  game  progressed 
merrily.  After  some  time  had 
gone  by,  the  stranger  glanced  cas- 
ually at  his  wrist  watch,  then  up 
at  the  electric  wall  clock  on  the 
balcony  opposite.  “I  declare,”  he 


remarked  conversationally,  “that 
watch  of  mine  is  still  two  hours 
slow.  Been  that  way  all  day  now.” 
Our  friend  was  just  a wee  bit  puz- 
zled. He  thought  about  it  for  a 
while,  then  ventured,  “You  say 
your  watch  is  two  hours  slow?” 
“Yes.  It’s  been  slow  all  day?” 
“Yes.”  “Well,  then,  why  don’t 
you  set  it  right?”  “I  thought  about 
that  awhile,”  the  native  said,  “but 
hell,  there  ain’t  no  use  of  my  set- 
ting it  today,  I ain’t  got  a damn 
thing  to  do  till  Wednesday.” 

That’s  Gneiss 

We  were  rather  hard  at  work 
one  night  when  our  neighbor 
dropped  in  for  the  usual  nightly 
chat.  Glancing  at  the  several  vol- 
umes neatly  arranged  on  our 
desk  — placed  there  solely  we 
have  been  told,  no  doubt  with 
some  justification,  because  we  like 
to  pretend  that  we  have  intellec- 
tual leanings  — he  pointed  to 
Knut  Hamsum’s  “Growth  of  the 
Soil”  and  surprisedly  remarked, 


“I  didn’t  know  that  you  were 
taking  Geology!” 

Fahaceous  Foible 

The  escapades  of  a certain  one 
of  our  brethren  are  so  incredible 
as  to  be  unbelievable.  The  fol- 
lowing story,  which  can  now  be 
told,  is  unbelievable  but  true  . . . 
We  were,  during  the  last  examin- 
ation period,  partaking  of  our 
midnight  snack  of  sandwiches  and 
coffee,  when  this  particular  bro- 
ther came  and  sat  at  our  table.  He 
had,  so  he  told  us,  been  studying 
for  his  Economic  Geography  final 
and  felt  he  could  “knock  the  exam 
for  a loop.”  A wag,  seated  on  our 
left,  said  to  the  newcomer,  “Oh 
yeah?  Well,  if  you  know  so  much 
about  the  course,  tell  me  where 
jelly  beans  grow.”  A puzzled  look 
bespread  the  face  of  the  confident 
one  and  he  confessed  that  he  did 
not  know  . . . The  next  day,  feel- 
ing rather  witty,  we  asked  the 
exam  taker  whether  it  were  true 
that  he  didn’t  know  where  j elly 
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beans  grew  or  whether  he  had 
been  kidding  us.  “Well,  he  said, 
"I  hadn  t completed  the  book  last 
night.  There  were  two  more  chap- 
ters to  read  and  1 read  them  this 
morning.  But  I'll  be  damned  if  I 
could  find  where  they  grow.  1 do 
know  where  coffee  beans  grow. 
We  asked  him.  He  knew. 

Steel  - Life 

We  spent  an  evening  recently 
listening  to  one  of  our  alumni  tell- 
ing about  the  days  when  he-men 
went  to  Lehigh,  back  before  the 
war.  One  of  his  stories  bears  re- 
peating. It  was  after  a Lehigh-La- 
tayette  football  game  which  the 
local  warriors  had  managed  to 
win,  and  naturally  the  boys  were 
a bit  worked  up.  An  impromptu 
parade  took  form,  and  by  eleven 
o’clock  it  had  worked  its  way  up 
Delaware  avenue  to  give  Charley 
Schwab  a cheer.  As  the  mob  piled 
up  on  the  front  lawn,  Charley 
came  out,  and  listened  to  the  en- 
thusiastic songs  and  cheers.  After 
a few  minutes  went  by,  he  got  into 
the  spirit  of  the  thing  and,  climb- 
ing upon  the  railing,  he  prepared 
to  say  a few  words  to  the  students. 
As  he  spoke,  occasional  jets  of 
flame  from  the  mill  chimneys  sil- 
houetted him  against  the  sky. 
“Men,  concluded  Charley,  1 
would  rather  be  one  of  you  to- 
night, in  your  happiness,  your 
care-free  light  hearted  gaiety, 
than  president  of  that  great  steel 
company  which  you  see  stretching 

down  the  Lehigh  Valley!  1 

“Hey,  Charley,”  interrupted  one 
of  the  muddy  rioters  from  the 
lawn,  “would  you  mind  repeating 
that?”  “1  said  that  1 would  rather 
be  one  of  you  tonight  than  the 
president  of  the  Bethlehem  Steel 

Company.  I Charley, 

returned  the  student,  and  his 
voice  was  deep  with  emotion, 
“Charley,  I’ll  trade." 


Pipe  Dream 

We  learned,  just  recently,  of  an 
incident  that  occurred  at  last 
year’s  open-house.  It  seems  that  a 
bright  young  I.  E.  was  engaged 
in  drawing  a pipe  for  some  gol- 
fangled  machine.  An  elderly  lady 
stopped  and  stared.  After  main- 
taining a respectful  silence  for  a 
nonce,  the  curious  one  could  no 
longer  contain  herself,  Pardon 
me,  young  man, ” she  asked,  “but 
is  that  difficult?”  “Gosh,  no,"  the 
bright  young  man  retorted,  “it’s 
a pipe. 


Club  Cognomens 

The  restaurants  and  “hotels” 
which  repeal  so  recently  made  le- 
gal are  now  tossing  frantically  in 
the  toils  of  the  twelve  o’clock  Sat- 
urday night  closing  time  ruling, 
which  they  had  previously  been 
able  to  ignore.  Clubs,  however,  do 
not  have  to  observe  the  Blue 
Laws,  and  so  there  has  been  a de- 
luge of  them  among  the  long  es- 
tablished pretzel  palaces  of  the 
valley.  But  there  is  a loop-hole 
even  in  this  means  of  evasion,  for 
the  State  has  been  refusing  bar 
permits  to  the  newly  formed  and 
hastily  incorporated  clubs.  To 
counteract  this,  the  more  wily  of 
the  pretzel  vendors  have  been 
buying  up  old  corporation  char- 
ters which  have  been  languishing 
in  county  records  for  years.  Sev- 
eral of  these  are,  to  say  the  least, 
whimsical.  We  heard  some  o f the 


names,  included  among  them  was 
The  Lehigh  V alley  Onward  and 
Upward  Society,”  “The  Emaus 
Preparatory  School,”  “The  Eas- 
ton Cornet  Club,”  and  the 
“George  Washington  Society  of 
Egypt.’  We  suggest  that  something 
more  realistic  be  used,  such  as  the 
Bethlehem  Steel  Corporation. 

Hell’s  Hot  - Cha! 

A friend  of  ours,  who  has  a re- 
markable memory,  dug  ’way  back 
into  his  cranial  archives  to  revive 
the  ancient  tale  of  Zabbo,  the 
midnight  blond  whose  powers  of 
memorization  were  almost  as  phe- 
nomenal as  those  of  our  narrator. 
It  seems  that  Zabbo,  in  the  course 
of  time,  died.  Both  God  and  the 
Devil  wanted  him  to  be  in  their  re- 
spective domains.  Accordingly,  to 
avoid  all  arguments,  it  was  decid- 
ed to  subject  Zabbo  to  a test. 
S nee  time  is  endless  in  these  two 
regions,  it  was  decided  that  the 
test  was  to  be  of  quite  a lengthy 
duration.  The  Devil  was  the  first 
to  test  him.  "Say  Zabbo,”  he  ask- 
ed, “do  you  like  eggs?”  Zabbo 
answered  in  the  affirmative  . . . 
Twenty  years  later,  the  Devil  saw 
Zabbo  walking  along  the  streets 
of  Hell  and  yelled  to  him,  “How.” 
“SCRAMBLED!”  yelled  Zabbo. 

N R Acrobatics 

Progressive,  timely,  forward- 
looking  is  the  circus.  At  least  it 
seemed  so  to  us  on  the  opening 
night  at  Madison  Square  Garden, 
for  if  ever  anything  was  in  the 
NRA  tempo,  Mr.  Barnum’s  show 
was  it.  Instead  of  the  customary 
lone  bicycle  on  the  tight  rope,  two 
tore  back  and  forth.  Instead  of  the 
shooting  of  one  man  from  a can- 
non which  was  featured  last  year, 
this  year's  feature  was  the  shoot- 
ing of  two  men  from  a cannon. 
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The  clowns  fire,  although  it  did 
not  cover  any  more  territory,  was 
twice  as  hot.  Amusing  in  its  mod- 
ernity was  the  spectacle  of  three 
little  pigs  (and  to  hell  with  the 
copyright  owners)  chasing  a big, 
bad  wolf  around  the  ring.  But  the 
high  spot  of  the  evening  was  when 
we  discovered  that  our  seats  (bal- 
cony) afforded  us  an  uninterrupt- 
ed view  of  the  living  statues  ar- 
ranging themselves.  It  took  some 
of  the  glamour  away  though. 

Champion 

We  dropped  over  to  the 
World’s  Championship  Roller- 
Skating  Endurance  Contest  at  the 
Penn  Terminal  Market  the  other 
day.  World’s  champions  have  had 
a certain  fascination  for  us,  since 
our  odd  job  man  (colored)  turn- 
ed out  to  be  the  World’s  Cham- 
pion Soft  Boiled  Egg  Eater.  The 
skating  floor,  about  twelve  square 
feet  in  the  center  of  the  market, 
was  surrounded  by  an  admiring 
mob  of  seven  children,  open- 
mouthed  with  admiration  and 
adenoids.  The  skater  was  held  up- 
right by  a brace  designed  to  keep 
him  from  collapsing  at  the  waist. 
He  wore  white  linen  knickers  and 
a racy  pair  of  woolen  socks  fold- 
ed over  his  special  skating  shoes. 
This,  of  course,  in  addition  to  the 
more  conventional  articles  of  at- 
tire. The  Champion’s  gallant  fight 
for  success  was  sponsored  by  the 
management  of  the  market.  They 
continued  the  salary  which  he  had 
earned  there  in  his  obscure  earlier 
days  as  an  errand  and  odd  job 
man.  During  the  course  of  his 
struggle  he  collected  several  hun- 
dred dollars  in  small  coins  which 
were  thrown  on  the  floor.  He  skat- 
ed for  seven  consecutive  days 
with  but  fifteen  minutes  of  each 
twenty-four  hours  to  rest.  The 
trolley-car  conductors  whose 


route,  Allentown  to  Bethlehem, 
runs  past  the  market,  fell  into  the 
habit  of  stopping  off  in  the  wee 
small  hours  to  check  up  on  Iggy, 
as  the  Champ  is  called.  After  the 
first  couple  of  nights,  the  market 
became  a regular  stop,  the  pas- 
sengers and  conductors  coming  in 
to  escape,  as  Shakespeare  once 
said,  dull  care.  Iggy,  we  are  glad 
to  hear,  has  gotten  a promotion 
sine  he  achieved  fame.  Instead  of 
doing  odd  jobs,  he  calls  the  day’s 
specials  over  an  amplifying  sys- 
tem in  the  market,  prefacing  each 
item,  incidentally,  with  a snappy 
"hot  cha  cha  cha.’ 


Nudels! 

A visit  to  the  Municipal  Art 
Display  in  Radio  City  was  not 
only  entertaining  but  also  educa- 
tional. We  found  that  the  most 
oft  repeated  word  was  nude. 
There  was  Sitting  Nude,’  and 
Standing  Nude,’  Erect’  and  ‘Re- 
clining’ not  to  say  Reposing’ 
nudes,  and  then  there  were  just 
plain  Nudes,  done  by  obviously 
not  very  versatile  artists.  All  was 
climaxed  "Etude  de  Nu,’  which 
more  or  less  swept  us  off  our  not 
too  stable  feet,  although  for  the 
life  of  me  I cannot  recall  what  the 
painting  resembled.  But  it  was  a 
great  title  anyway. 


“He  only  has  three  months  to  live. 
He's  going  to  be  shot  at  sunrise!” 
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Columbia  Capers 

One  of  the  august  editors  of  this 
magazine  wended  his  way,  dur- 
ing Easter  vacation,  to  Columbia 
University  to  interview  Dean  Mc- 
Crea  of  the  Business  School  con- 
cerning matters  of  grave  import. 
He  found  his  way  with  much  dif- 
ficulty through  the  mazes  of  South 
Hall,  at  length  arriving  at  a cor- 
ridor which  he  believed  led  to  the 
dean’s  office.  The  hall  was  lined 
with  benches,  and  the  benches 
were  upholstered  with  coeds  in 
the  Business  School,  all  apparent- 
ly waiting  to  see  the  dean.  Encircl- 
ing the  heads  of  the  maidens  was  a 
dense  cloud  of  smoke,  arising 
from  cigarettes  at  which  the  afore- 
said maidens  were  industrious- 
ly puffing.  The  smoke  was  so  thick 
in  fact  that  our  editor  almost 
missed  seeing  a sign  tacked  to  the 
back  of  one  of  the  benches.  Fight- 
ing his  way  through  the  haze,  tears 
streaming  from  his  eyes,  he  man- 
aged to  get  close  enough  to  the 
sign  to  read  it.  It  was  short  and  to 
the  point,  reading 

NO  SMOKING! 

Airflow  Aria 

One  of  the  younger  Mechanical 
Engineering  instructors  told  us 
about  his  experiences  at  the  late 
Automobile  Show  in  New  York. 
He  tried  for  two  hours,  all  in  vain 
he  admitted,  to  get  a look  at  the 
motor  of  one  of  the  new  Chrys- 
lers.  The  attendant  persistently 
refused  to  let  him  lift  the  hood. 
The  salesman  who  was  in  charge 


of  answering  questions  about  the 
car  was  equally  adament.  “Who,” 
he  wanted  to  know,  “gives  a 
damn  about  the  motor?  Look  at 
that  aerodynamic  design.  Read 
this  booklet  about  knee  action. 
That's  what’s  important.”  It  would 
seem  that  Judy  O’Grady  and  the 
nel  s lady  are  sisters  under 
the  stream  lining. 


National  Affairs 

Our  favorite  economist  is  still 
at  work  on  the  almost  virgin  walls 
of  New  York’s  Eighth  Avenue 
subway  station  at  72nd  Street.  In 
this  installment  he  chose  for  his 
target  “France,  and  Her  War 
Debt.  Two  of  his  pithy  sayings 
will,  we  believe,  clear  the  whole 


thing  up.  “La  belle  France,  the  de- 
fallter,  (we  know  it’s  misspelled. 
We  re  just  giving  you  a faithful  re- 
production) will  not  pay  her  war 
debts.”  The  other  read,  “Don’t 


buy  French  goods  till  they  pay 
their  debt.”  The  whole  was  em- 
phatically underscored.  All  of 
which,  we  believe,  is  somehow 
significant. 

Panacea 

This  is,  as  we  so  often  have 
maintained,  an  age  of  flux  and 
mutation,  but  there  are  some 
things  which  sneak  up  on  us.  One 
of  these  was  impressed  on  us 
when  one  of  our  infrequent  visits 
to  the  Dean’s  office  we  found  our- 
self face  to  face  with  a neatly  piled 
: he  principle,  we  imagine,  is  the 
stack  of  New  Yorker  magazines, 
same  one  which  dentists  bank  on 
when  they  strew  comic  magazines 
around  the  waiting  room  for  the 
patients  to  dally  with  while  they 
wait  their  turn  in  the  chair. 

Canine  Capers 

A trip  to  the  Metropolis  (no, 
not  Philadelphia)  brought  your 
correspondent  to  the  home  of  an 
old  friend,  one  of  whose  hobbies 
is  the  collection  of  dogs.  1 was 
permitted  an  entrance,  during  his 
absence,  and  was  greeted  by  a 
huge,  clumsy  pup  of  obscure  and 
miscellaneous  origin  in  the  fash- 
ion of  a skyscraper  falling  over  on 
a barbeque  stand.  You  can  imag- 
ine my  high  of  relief  when,  later, 
I asked  why  his  (the  dog’s)  mouth 
was  open,  and  the  nonchalant  re- 
ply was  heard,  "He  usually  bites.’ 
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Janitors’  Exhibit  . . . Men’s  Room 

Packard  Auditorium.  Showing  the  latest  in 
brushing,  sweeping  and  mopping. 


Bursar’s  Exhibit  . . . Memorial  Building 

On  display  ...  a genuine  ten-dollar  bill,  bear- 
ing the  signature  of  Andrew  Mellon.  These 
are  considered  to  be  extinct,  and  this  is  the 
only  one  in  the  university. 
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Campus  Cops’  Exhibit  . . . 

On  the  campus  Flagpole. 
Death  - defying  motorcycle 
ride  up  and  down  the  flag- 
pole. Don’t  miss  this  one. 


Secretary’s  Exhibit  . . Registrar’s  Office 

Memorial  Building  . . . On  exhibit,  powder- 
ing, manicuring,  hair  brushing  and  primping. 
This  should  be  very  instructive  to  the  pros- 
pective student. 


Grounds-Keepers’  Exhibit  . . . 

On  the  Campus 

Courageous  keepers  keep  canines  from 
crops.  Hair  raising  . . . for  your  dog. 
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PRESE 


by  H.  / 

WASHINGTOt 

These  sketches — both  written  and  drawn — represen 
day  afternoon’s  general  discussion  drifted,  as  conversat 
That  the  work  of  the  artist,  subjective  in  its  mode  of 
er,  whose  work  is  of  a more  or  less  objective  nature,  in  ] 
Knowledge  of  an  artist  thru  himself  or  his  work — the  twi 
us  than  a mere  statement  of  the  events  of  his  life,  for  if 


GREGORY  D’ALESSIO 

Born  under  the  Brooklyn  Bridge.  Attended  grammar 
school  in  Brooklyn.  Later  went  to  Erasmus  Hall  High 
School  where  he  was  art  editor  of  the  school  magazine. 
Family  was  rather  overjoyed  at  news  of  graduation.  Got 
job  with  commercial  artist.  Was  fired  shortly  afterward  as 
he  couldn’t  letter.  Became  cub  reporter  on  the  Brooklyn 
Times.  Decided  to  use  drawing  ability  and  free-lanced  for 
three  months.  Sold  one  drawing  to  the  Evening  Mail  and 
one  to  the  Sun.  Was  next,  for  a period  of  five  months,  ‘‘leg” 
man,  rewrite  man,  sports  reporter,  etc.,  on  another  Brook- 
lyn paper.  Fired  by  managing  editor  who  died  two  months 
later.  Followed  another  period  of  financial  stress.  To  sup- 
port family,  he  got  a job  in  a New  York  bank,  where  in  the 
following  five  or  six  years  he  went  from  messenger  boy  to 
teller.  Enter  the  Depression  and  exit  our  friend  the  teller. 

This  time  the  artist  won  out.  Went  to  the  Art  Students 
League  and  then  began  the  long  difficult  task  of  breaking 
into  gag-work.  Now  bas  a gag  man  and  could  use  another. 
Recently  launched  a syndicate.  Contributes  to:  Life.  Univer- 
sity, Red  Book,  Esquire,  Stage,  Colliers,  the  Saturday  Eve- 
ning Post,  College  Humor,  etc.  Prefers  black  and  white 
work.  Likes  illustrating  as  it  pays  best.  Would  also  like  to 
paint  some  day.  Advises  beginner  to  determine  whether  he 
has  any  ability  and  then  to  keep  at  it  incessantly;  should 
get  a sound  drawing  education  and  then  to  choose  medium 
or  field  to  his  liking.  However,  would  like  some  advice  him- 
self. 

Is  barred  from  almost  all  shooting  galleries  in  N.  Y.  C. 
on  account  of  crack  marksmanship  ability.  Is  a connoisseur 
of  choice  wines.  Has  too  much  to  do  to  waste  time  on  wo- 
men. There  is  a She,  nevertheless.  W ould  like  to  travel  for 
educational  purposes,  to  see  different  peoples  and  customs. 
Likes  to  play  the  guitar  — Hawaiian  and  hill-billy  music, 
as  they  are  the  easiest.  Bangs  at  the  piano,  but  is  a wizard 
with  the  ukelele.  Likes  good  movies  but  could  use  money 
spent  in  making  punks  to  better  advantage. 

Is  twenty-seven,  short  and  wiry.  Self-portrait  is  really  a 
self-caricature.  Sits  on  a pile  of  books,  hunched  over  his 
desk,  as  he  works  in  a far  corner  of  the  studio.  Wouldn’t 
mind  doing  one  of  these  of  us  — there  must  be  some  ul- 
terior motive. 
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NTING 

ELDMAN 

[RESPONDENT 

b fruits  of  an  idea  that  was  evolved  when  a pleasant  Sun- 
generally  do,  to  matters  autobiographical. 

■oach,  is  more  successful  than  the  poor  efforts  of  the  writ- 
nting  a true  picture  of  the  man  can  hardly  be  contested, 
ng  synonomous — is  far  more  engrossing  and  satisfying  to 
“know  the  work  you  know  the  man.” 


LOUIS  PRISCILLA 


Birthplace  abroad.  Accompanied  to  New  York  at  an  early 
age.  Sold  newspapers.  Used  to  create  own  murder  situa- 
tions to  help  sale  of  Sunday  editions.  Became  addicted  to 
bringing  home  too  many  phoney  coins  and  “newsie”  efforts 
ceased.  Got  tired  of  drawing  for  class  to  pass  so  he  drop- 
ped out  of  high  school.  This  decision  was  aided  no  little 
1)j'  financial  necessity.  When  12,  won  second  prize  in  the 
Herald  Tribune  New  York  City  contest.  At  15  was  awarded 
silver  medal  at  the  Wanamaker  Drawing  Exhibit.  Soon  met 
George  Arthur  Hettrick,  the  illusrator,  who  advised  a return 
to  school.  Studied  with  Hettrick  for  about  six  years.  Then 
went  to  the  Art  Students’  League  where  he  became  ac- 
quainted with  Walter  Jack  Duncan.  Worked  for  two  years  at 
art  agency.  Saved-  enough  money  to  buy  a drawing  board 
so  he  decided  to  get  a studio  to  go  with  it.  Consisted  of 
nothing  more  than  a fire  exit  with  a door.  Asked  boss  to  fire 
him  to  save  expenses  and  embarked  upon  gag-writing  and 
-drawing  career. 

Along  with  D’Alessio,  he  next  got  a place  in  a garret  on 
14th  Street,  the  heart  of  the  village.  Spent  more  time  get- 
ting wood  than  drawing.  Moved,  after  a while,  to  Lexing- 
ton Ave.  About  a year  ago,-  the  financial  horizon  appearing 
a little  sunnier,  moved  to  the  present  uptown  studio  — with 
D’Alessio.  of  course. 

Is  a regular  contributor  to:  College  Humor,  Colliers,  the 
Saturday  Evening  Post,  Life,  New  Yorker,  Red  Book,  Es- 
quire, and  others.  At  present  it  building  up  a stock  charac- 
ter, Mr.  Bingle,  whose  prototype  is,  unknowingly,  the  third 
member  of  the  studio,  a well-known  etcher. 

Extremely  fond  of  water  colors,  his  exhibitions  in  this 
medium  have  brought  favorable  criticisms.  Would  like  to 
take  some  time  off  and  apply  himself  more  intensely  to  this 
difficult  medium.  Hies  himself  to  the  country  with  an  easel, 
brush,  and  colors  at  every  opportunity.  Collects  tropical 
fish.  Is  fond  of  anything  that  breathes.  Would  like  to  trav- 
el around  the  world.  Likes  calm,  peaceful  localities,  yet  is 
not  averse  to  the  presence  of  the  modern  hang-over,  Eve. 

Is  twenty-seven,  looks  like  the  self-portrait,  and  dances 
with  the  grace  and  skill  of  a master.  Prefers  the  Classical 
to  the  Modern  school  of  art.  Can  give  only  hard  work  and 
constant  application  as  the  reasons  for  present  success. 
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ALYCE 


by  M.  H.  Baxter 


Alyce  was  pacing  the  floor,  — not  because  she 
wanted  to  know  its  dimensions,  but  rather  because 
she  was  after  a fashion,  and  in  a slight  degree,  men- 
tally perturbed.  Unquestionably  a crisis  had  arisen; 
something  was  about  to  happen.  It  was,  she  thought, 
quite  timely  for  the  gentleman  in  question  to  decide 
that  their  affair  was  becoming  a bit  involved.  He, 
of  course,  had  his  career  to  think  of;  but  that  would 
not  be  his  excuse,  nor  his  professed  reason. 

“If  he  tries  to  pull  that  not-good-enough-for-you 
gag  I’ll  scream.  Three  times  have  I been  talked  out 
of  Matrimony  by  those  white-haired  boys  of  a very 
black  epidermis  and  soul  of  no  very  bright  hue.  The 
possibility  of  his  consideration  of  me  to  any  extent 
is  extremely  remote.” 

One  might  here  say  that  our  voluptuous  heroine 
stopped  at  the  tea-wagon  long  enough  to  pick  up  her 
exceedingly  large  drink  of  questionable  composition, 
but  we  are  staunch  supporters  of  the  theory  that  she 
grasped  it  on  the  run  without  faltering  in  her  stride. 
Her  next  act,  in  defiance  of  something  or  other,  was 
to  sit  down  and  read,  but  only  the  title  of  Dorothy 
Dish  s latest  — “How  to  Win  a Husband  by  Being 
a Pal  — , whereupon  she  tossed  it  forcefully  into 
the  fireplace  with  the  remarkable  ejaculation,  “O 
yeah !“ 

A dash  off  her  course  brought  the  spirited  young 
fortune  huntress  to  her  boudoir,  where  the  sight  of  a 
very  well  built  diamond,  token  of  their  secret  en- 
gagement, softened  her  heart  for  a moment  — but 
only  for  a moment,  for  she  immediately  held  it  up 
to  the  light  and  examined  it  professionally. 

“What  a guy,  was  her  next,  with  a sigh,  adding 
without  a sigh,  “But  if  he  expects  me  to  fall  for  — 
‘My  parents  don't  think  I ought  to  get  married  yet 
and  they  would  cut  me  off  without  a cent,’  I shall 
consider  it  an  insult  to  my  intelligence.  I know  right 
well  he  has  an  enormous  income  in  his  own  right, 
left  by  that  old  hag  of  a grandmother,  God  bless 
her.” 

A hasty  examination  before  the  mirror,  a dash  of 
a powder  puff,  a tug  at  her  waistline,  and  she  was 
prepared  to  resume  her  pacing,  and  await  the  worst, 
which  was  soon  to  follow.  The  door  bell. 


“Marie,  let  Mr.  Malber  in.” 

With  the  preliminary  embraces,  which  compared 
favorably  to  the  main  bout,  and  that  was  a wow, 
over,  the  crisis  of  the  evening  approaches,  ollowing 
a particularly  long  and  arduous  declaration  of  un- 
dying affection,  which  made  even  Alyce’s  eyelids 
flutter  — and  that,  dear  patron,  is  something  — 
she  thought  the  time  ripe. 

“Darling  boy,  I can’t  stand  it  any  longer,  going 
on  without  you  openly.  Let  us  make  a beautiful  ex- 
pression of  our  love  by  marrying  me,  or  at  least  an- 
nounce our  engagement.  I want  to  proclaim  it  to  the 
world,  my  love.” 

A silence  gave  the  fair  adventuress  the  impres- 
sion that  her  adored  was  considering  the  matter  and 
it  burned  her  up.  “Just  let  him  try  to  put  me  off. 
(With  a snicker)  Thinking  only  of  me  — his  moth- 
er doesn  t want  him  to  get  married  — . I’ll  crown 
him  if  he  says  that.  The  prolonged  silence  assured 
her  that  he  had  been  rapt  in  thought  and  had  not 
heard  her.  She  tries  again  — with  even  more  ardor. 

“My  dear,  let  us  consummate  our  courtship  soon. 
I so  want  you  to  marry  me,  or  at  least  to  announce 
our  engagement  to  the  world.  Please?”  And  in  a 
hushed  but  menacing  aside,  “That  mother  stuff  — 
just  let  him .” 

“Why  my  dear  girl,  I must  have  neglected  to  in- 
form you.  I’m  a confirmed  bachelor,  you  know." 

There  was  much  speculation  and  controversy  re- 
garding the  mystery  of  his  sudden  heart  attack  and 
death.  This  might  have  had  something  to  do  with  it. 
After  a youth  and  early  manhood  of  extensive  ex- 
perience he  had  finally  found  what  he  thought  to  be 
the  girl  of  his  dreams.  She  was  beautiful  (tho  that 
would  not  have  been  essential),  charming,  graceful, 
well  bred  to  the  extent  of  being  irreproachable,  and 
above  all  the  Perfect  Lady.  It  seems  that  in  a se- 
cluded corner  spot  at  Mrs.  Van  Sneyder’s  Ball  he 
finally  located  the  courage  to  profess  his  love,  with 
a colorful  expression  of  her  beauty,  charm  and 
grace.  To  which  she  replied: 

“Boy  O boy!  You  ain’t  so  bad  yourself,  feller. 
Come  up  and  see  me  some  time!” 
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Exotic  Esoteric  Erotica 


ODE  TO  A “COFFIN  NAIL” 

When  you  wake  up  in  the  morning,  and  you  have  a 
“flannel  mouth,” 

A cigarette  taste  rotten,  like  a palm  tree  from  the 
south. 

The  after-breakfast  cigarette  is  pleasing  to  the  taste. 
And  on  your  way  to  Chapel  you  will  smoke  it  in 
great  haste. 

The  “but”  you  chew  ’tween  classes,  when  the  morn- 
ing’s at  its  worst, 

Tastes  a whole  lot  better  than  the  one  you  smoked 
at  first. 

And  after  lunch  is  over,  you  recline  upon  a chair, 

In  a perfect  restful  manner  you  blow  smoke  rings  in 
the  air. 

The  afternoon  drags  on  and  on,  as  classes  come 
and  go, 

But  you  smoke  your  cigarettes  as  up  in  smoke 
they  go. 

Now  cigarettes  may  come  and  go,  and  for  them 
you’ll  have  no  lack, 

But  the  cigarette  that  will  taste  the  best,  is  the  one 
thats  in  the  pack. 

• 

“Cemetarius  Cum  Lightibus” 

(Virgil,  Ecol.  VI,  1.9) 

Oh!  Bethlehem’s  a dreary  town, 

A dreary  town  is  she: 

A lonely  street 

Some  copper’s  beat 
Is  all  there  is  to  see. 

A garbage  pail  on  a backyard  fence 
Some  flannels  on  the  line; 

When  the  moon  looked  down 
On  Bethlehem  town 
A blot  on  the  earth  quoth  she. 

A burgher  rose  in  all  his  might, 

In  all  his  might  rose  he; 

And  he  was  right 
That  wotless  wight 
Two  things  in  Bethlehem  be! 

Two  things  there  be  in  Bethlehem  town 
Two  things  that  1 must  own, 

And  one  is  day 

And  t’others  night 
Twin  prides  of  Bethlehem  town! 


ERRATIC  EROTICA 

T’was  many  and  many  a year  ago 
In  a kingdom  o’errun  with  rats 

There  lived  a maiden  whom  you  may  know 
By  the  name  of  Dorothy  Katz. 

I was  a kid  and  she  was  a kid 
And  life  was  very  simple. 

She  smacked  me  with  a gin  bottle 
And  I kicked  her  in  her  dimple. 

And  that  was  the  reason  that  long  ago 
With  my  inamorata,  D.  Katz; 

I walked  down  the  church  aisle  that  Sunday  morn 
With  my  brother’s  brand  new  spats. 

Now  this  is  the  moral,  as  all  men  know 
In  this  kingdom  once  o’errun  by  rats. 

For  the  rats  have  fled,  and  in  their  stead 
Are  the  brats  of  mine  and  D.  Katz! 


“ And  the  swimming  pool  isn’t  in 
Drown  Hall!” 
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WHAT’S 

WRONG 

WITH 

THE 

OPERA 

(Being  one  in  a series  of  articles, 
“What’s  Wrong  with  Six  Day  Bi- 
cycle Racing,”  “What’s  Wrong 
With  the  Movies,”  “What  Isn’t 
Wrong  With  the  Movies,”  etc.) 

We  can  say  without  much  fear 
of  being  contradicted  that  sound 
and  lasting  recovery  will  not  be 
effected  until  something  is  done 
about  the  question  of  concert  and 
opera  programs.  Without  a doubt, 
the  supposed  reading  matter  that 
finds  its  way  into  these  programs 
is  fully  as  dull  as  Dickens  or 
Thackeray,  and,  if  laid  end  to  end, 
would  reach  half  way  around  Kate 
Smith.  Call  us  Crusaders  if  you 
will,  but  it  is  the  little  things  in 
life,  such  as  the  case  we  have  stat- 
ed above,  that  do  much  towards 
retarding  the  forward  progress  of 
civilization  and,  incidentally,  bor- 
ing up  stiff.  We  might  even  be 
better  off  with  ‘ What  the  Man 
Will  Wear,’’  or  “Edwin  Booth’s 
Life  History  such  as  the  theatre 
programs  offer  us.  Of  course,  if 
some  one  wanted  to  argue  the 
subject,  he  could  readily  point  out 
that  great  strides  have  been  made 
in  the  held  of  opera  and  concert 
programs  since  they  have  been 
made  bigger  and  consequently, 
when  rolled  up  into  a neat  little 
bat,  are  really  quite  effective  in 
hitting  whisperers  over  the  head. 
We  really  should  not  be  too  bit- 
ter in  this  debate  inasmuch  as 
there  are  those,  who,  like  our- 
selves get  quite  bored  at  operas 


and  concerts,  and  can  always  in- 
dulge in  these  programs  before 
the  music  begins,  thus  insuring 
sound  slumber  long  before  the 
first  andante  has  been  reached.  To 


bring  home  our  point  more  con- 
clusively, if  such  a thing  is  at  all 
possible,  we  present  herewith  an 
example  of  what  those  of  us  who 
frequent  the  founts  of  culture 
must  contend  with  these  days  — 
and  the  suggested  remedy. 

OPERA  AND  CONCERT 
PROGRAMS  AS  THEY  ARE 
1)  Symphony  No.  662  (OPus-5- 
2538)  66  r.l.  6X7,  Hans  Gaius 

Van  Krumpersdink  (1802- 

1888). 

Alfred  W.  Krementz  in  his  ap- 
praisal of  the  Krumpersdink  mas- 
terpieces points  out  the  Symphony 
No.  662  was  written  aboard  the 
Dover  to  Calais  channel  boat  and 
“perhaps  that  may  account  for 
the  ever-present  brooding  nature 
of  the  opening  movements.”  Kre- 
mentz also  states  in  that  delight- 
fully witty  style  that  has  endeared 
him  to  all  music  lovers  that  there 
was  an  earthquake  in  Vienna  dur- 
ing that  year  (1848)  but,  inas- 
much as  Krumpersdink  lived  in 
Plainfield,  New  Jersey,  one  can- 
not believe  that  to  have  had  much 
bearing  on  the  piece.  We  do,  how- 
ever, hear  a crashing  of  cymbals, 
followed  by  a flurry  of  quarter 
tones  from  the  flutes,  in  the  third 
movement  that  may  be  traced  to 
Bryan’s  Free  Silver  movement  or 
some  other  political  event  of  the 
time.  Krumpersdink  admirers  are 
prone  to  scoff  at  this  theory,  re- 
minding us  that  in  1815  Krump- 
ersdink once  remarked  to  his  aged 
Zither  instructor,  Hans  Gaius  Van 
Ruppstraddler,  “Ich  liebe  . . . 
deine  musik."  “How  remarkable,” 
comments  Hans  Gaius  Fishbien, 
celebrated  Krumpersdink  author- 


zas,  in  which  is  incorporated  the 
famous  Anti-Slavery  theme,  are 
lilting  and  far  more  lofty  than  the 
other  stanzas,  having  been  writ- 
ten in  the  attic  of  the  old  Twelfth 


ity,  “this  coming  from  an  infant 
of  1 3 years!”  The  opening  stan- 
Infantry  Armory  in  Albany.  The 
Third  Movement,  called  by 
Krumpersdink  himself  “The  After 
Dinner  Movement,”  gets  under 
way  with  a mournful  note  sound- 
ed by  the  third  oboe  player,  who 
is  no  slouch  when  it  comes  to  dour 
notes.  This  note,  we  are  led  to  be- 
lieve, is  but  Krumpersdink’s  way 
of  showing  the  futility  of  living  in 
a revolving  door,  the  revolving 
door  having  been  discovered  but 
three  years  before  by  Krumpers- 
dink’s uncle,  Mark  Twain.  We 
learn  from  many  of  the  compos- 
er’s intimate  letters  written  in  the 
spring  of  1878  to  his  niece,  Alice 
Foote  MacDougal  (who  later 
founded  the  spinning  wheel)  that 
he  was  intensely  interested  in  re- 
volving doors,  though  the  theory 
that  he  spent  the  last  years  of  his 
life  in  the  old  Waldorf-Astoria’s 
doors  has  been  disproved.  “It  is 
an  abominable  truth,  says  Fis- 
bein,  continuing  his  defense,  “that 
Krumpersdink  suffered  from  ‘ath- 
lete’s foot’  and  began  the  third 
movement  on  a dour  note  as  a 
protest  against  this  malady!  He 
was  human,  even  as  you  and  I.” 
The  movement  next  breaks  into 
an  impassioned  measure  of  G flat 
chords  to  herald  the  approach  of 
Ming  Toy,  Goddess  of  Eastern 
Standard  Time  and  grandaughter 
of  Anna  May  Wong,  who  was,  as 
Krumpersdink  tells  us,  by  this 
time  rapidly  drawing  near.  This 
has  sometimes  been  called  the 
Winter  or  Haverstraw  Movement. 
The  final  bars  of  the  theme  are 
scored  for  full  orchestra,  save  for 
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one  cello  player  who  is  allowed 
to  sit  backstage  and  play  whist 
with  the  doorman,  and  burst  into 
a final,  triumphant  frenzy  of  tone 
that  signifies  man,  conqueror  of 
the  sewing  machine.  “The  work  as 
a whole,  comments  Fishbein 
again,  “is  exhilarating  to  a fault 
and  sends  one  out  into  the  night 
with  a pronounced  feeling  of  en- 
ergy. It  is  far  superior  to  Sym- 
phony 661  and  somewhat  super- 
ior to  Symphony  663.’  It  was  first 
played  in  America  in  1 889  at 
Madison  Square  Garden  during 
the  H orse  Show.  Leopold  Glot- 
terpfeffer  conducted  the  work. 

• 

AND  OPERA  AND  CONCERT 
PROGRAMS  AS  THEY 
SHOULD  BE 

You  would  have  done  better 
to  have  stayed  at  home  tonight 
but  now  it’s  too  late  (unless  you 
run,  do  not  walk,  to  EXIT  35)  so 
you  might  as  well  make  the  best 
of  it.  This  piece  is  not  up  to  snuff 
as  far  as  most  concert  hall  pieces 
go,  being  quite  violent  for  Krum- 
persdink  (which  is  quite  violent) 
in  the  middle  and  bound  to  dis- 
turb even  the  soundest  sleeper.  It 
is  best  to  sleep  on  the  left  side  in- 
asmuch as  the  brasses  are  on  the 


right  and  they  become  a bit  an- 
noying during  the  crescendos  in 
Part  IV.  Start  dozing  at  the  very 
beginning.  Krumpersdink’s  open- 
ing bars,  according  to  authorities 
on  this  subject,  cannot  be  sur- 
passed in  all  the  classics  for  nice, 
refined  slumber  music.  Those  who 
cannot  sleep,  due  to  insomania, 
the  wife,  or  other  impedimentia, 
can  console  themselves  with  the 
fact  that  the  leader  goes  through 


some  pretty  funny  gestures  and 
the  cornetist  is  bound  to  make  a 
couple  of  glaring  errors  during 


that  tough  passage  near  the  finish. 
The  new  drummer  is  a queer  look- 
ing guy  and  should  prove  amus- 
ing to  those  of  you  that  like  that 
sort  of  thing.  Personally,  we  don’t 
approve  of  it.  Art  is  art  you  know 
even  when  the  seats  are  uncom- 
fortable. 


The  wages  of  sin,  the  good 
book  says, 

Are  death. 

And  yet  the  guinea  pig  can 
scarce  find  time 

To  stop  for  breath. 


I am  a gay  Caballero 

Hailing  from  Rio  de  Janeiro  . . . 

Where  are  you  from? 


President  Roosevelt 

In  case  you  don’t  know 
I predicted  Inflation 

When  beer  started  to  flow. 
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BISHOP 

CROWNED 

by  D.  W . Hoppock 

"The  best  college  wrestler  in  the  United  States,’ 
was  the  way  the  coaches  referred  to  Ben  Bishop 
after  they  awarded  him  the  only  trophy  given  at  the 
recent  National  Intercollegiate  wrestling  champion- 
ships at  Ann  Arbor. 

However,  Lehigh  men  who  follow  wrestling,  (and 
what  Lehigh  man  doesn  t?)  know  him  best  as  the 
world’s  finest  sportsman  and  captain.  The  manner 
in  which  Ben,  whose  normal  weight  is  155  pounds, 
shifted  to  1 65  pounds  and  back  again  during  the 
season,  so  that  he  could  meet  the  best  man  on  the 
other  team,  with  no  regard  for  the  blemishes  which 
probable  defeats  would  put  on  his  record. 

Not  only  did  Bishop  do  this  in  his  last  season  as 
captain,  but  he  also  shifted  to  higher  weights  in  his 
first  two  years.  This  caused  him  to  drop  his  only 
match  in  dual  intercollegiate  meets  when,  as  a soph- 
omore, he  went  out  of  his  weight  to  wrestle  Silver- 
stein,  1 55  pound  Navy  captain,  and  lost  on  a small 
time  decision. 

Ben  was  captain  of  his  high  school,  prep,  and 
freshman  teams.  He  has  wrestled  in  competition  in 
every  weight  from  1 18  pounds  (in  his  earlier  days, 
of  course)  to  165.  He  comes  from  a wrestling  fam- 
ily. Older  brother  Austin  is  now  coach  of  the  Wy- 
oming Seminary  team,  of  which  younger  brother 
Richard  is  now  captain.  Austin  wrestled  for  Frank- 
lin and  Marshall  in  his  college  days. 

Ben  says  that  Dick  is  the  best  wrestler  of  the  fam- 


BEN L.  BISHOP 


ily,  and  cites  the  fact  that  he  has  never  been  defeat- 
ed as  evidence  that  he  will  be  a champion  in  col- 
lege as  well  as  in  prep  school. 

Besides  winning  the  National  and  Eastern  Inter- 
collegiate titles  this  year,  Ben  was  Eastern  Intercol- 
legiate champion  in  his  sophomore  year.  In  the 
same  year  he  was  National  A.  A.  U.  champion  and 
a strong  contender  for  the  United  States  Olympic 
team.  The  man  who  eliminated  him  in  the  Olympic 
tryouts,  Harmon  of  Ohio  State,  he  defeated  in  an 
early  round  of  the  National  Intercollegiates  last  year. 

Bishop  has  other  claims  to  fame.  His  home  town 
of  Manheim,  Penna.  (Pop.,  8,000)  voted  him  the 
second  most  popular  citizen  of  the  nation  in  their 
esteem  in  the  world  of  sports.  He  ran  second  only  to 
Babe  Ruth.  He  has  been  Middle  Atlantic  States  A. 
A.  U.  champion  several  times  in  the  135  and  145 
pound  classes. 

Ben  is  president  of  the  senior  class  and  held  the 
corresponding  position  as  a junior.  He  is,  of  course, 
a member  of  Omicron  Delta  Kappa,  national  senior 
honorary  society  and  of  Cyanide,  junior  honorary. 
He  has  played  football,  and  throughout  it  all  has 
kept  up  a better  than  average  scholastic  standing. 

As  can  be  seen  from  the  accompanying  picture, 
Ben  lacks  the  cauliflower  ears  and  broken  nose  com- 
mon to  so  many  wrestlers.  Not  only  is  he  not  ugly, 
but  he  is  downright  handsome,  according  to  the  lo- 
cal fair  sex  and  others  not  so  local  but  more  discrim- 
inating. 
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College  Clothes  and  The  English  Manner 


Aside  from  the  adoption 
of  garters  as  an  accessory 
to  the  college  man’s  dress 
(popular  fiction  and  car- 
toons to  the  contrary)  Es- 
quire Magazine  pictures 
the  above  trend  as  one 
towards  an  elaborately 
casual  English  countryside 
manner.  Short,  sleeveless 
sweaters  and  the  balmac- 
can  topcoat  are  two  key- 
notes, a direct  follow-up 
on  the  lead  of  English 
university  men,  a recent 
report  from  London  hav- 
ing stated  that  they  are 
now  turning  out  for  smart 
cocktail  parties  attired  in 
these  sleeveless  sweaters 
and  light  weight  tweed 
suits. 


— Courtesy  of  Esquire 


As  for  color  combinations, 
since  men  have  definitely 
thrown  off  the  feminine- 
fostered  taboo  against  the 
combination  of  grey  and 
brown,  many  odd  color 
schemes  have  won  accep- 
tance among  men  of  the 
sporting  type.  Brown 
brogue  shoes  are  getting 
a big  play  on  the  campus 
where  there  has  been  a 
prevalence  of  white  buck- 
skin for  year  round  wear. 
Knitted  ties  are  the  dom- 
inate note  as  for  as  neck- 
wear is  concerned  al- 
though the  batwing  is  fast 
gaining  favor.  The  hat  is 
a snap  brim. 
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POINTLESS  JOKE  OF  THE  YEAR 


Morris  G.  Snyder 

Distinctive  Merchant  Tailoring 

Broad  and  New  Streets  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Leo  Brown 

THE  STUDENTS’  TAILOR 


Kemmerer  Paper  Co. 

WHOLESALE 
PAPER  DISTRIBUTORS 

355-5  7 Hamilton  Street  Allentown,  Penna. 


Ueata  Lunch 

Open  Day  and  Night 

406  South  New  Street  Bethlehem 

(South  Side) 


A wealthy  old  bearded  man  lived  in  a huge  es- 
tate with  his  sons  and  his  grandchildren  and  a huge 
menage.  One  day  his  seven  year  old  gdandson,  Ed- 
gar, queried  "Grandpa,  do  you  sleep  with  your 
beard  inside  the  bedcovers  or  outside? 

The  old  man  was  perplexed,  some  authorities  say 
he  was  even  non-plussed,  at  any  rate  he  was  at  a 
loss  and,  not  wishing  to  convey  the  impression  of 
ignorance  to  his  young  descendent,  replied  he  would 
answer  on  the  morrow  . . . which  was  a Wednesday. 

That  night  old  Ebenezer  retired  to  his  chamber, 
got  into  bed  and  tucked  the  beard  between  the 
sheets.  He  lay  awake  awhile  and  thought.  It  was  not 
comfortable  and  accordingly  he  removed  the  beard 
to  the  great  open  spaces  above  his  old  patch-work 


‘7  guess  this  is  just  an  empty  clothes  closet 


Walbert  & Burlingame 

PLUMBING  and  HEATING 


RAU & ARNOLD 

YOUR  SUIT  IS  HERE  $25.00 

Regulars  — Shorts  — Stouts 


quilt.  This  too  was  not  comfortable  and  so  he  arose 
from  his  luxuriant  couch. 

Old  Ebenezer  donned  his  bathrobe,  his  slippers 
and  an  extra-heavy  nightcap  . . . for  it  was  cold  in 
North  Windgap  . . . and  descended  the  stairs  to  get 
himself  a bite  to  eat. 

As  he  reached  the  second  step  he  tripped  and  fell 
breaking  his  neck.  And  so  little  Edgar  never  knew 
whether  Grandpa  slept  with  his  beard  within  or 
without  the  covers  of  his  bed. 
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GRAMAPHONIC  RAMBLES 


Phillips’ 
Music  Store 

LATEST 

Victor  and  Brunswick 

RELEASES 

RADIOS  and  MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENTS 

24  East  Third  Street 


The  other  night 
I had  another  dream 
This  one 
Was  a corker 
It  was  all  about 
Mae  West 
Whom  I admire 
From  a distance 
As  you  may 
Understand 
She  got  into  a fight 
With  Primo  Camera 
And  readers 
Dear  dear  readers 
She  slayed  him. 

With  a single 

Whydontchacumupnseemesome- 

time. 

• 

Prof. — ‘Mr.  Jones,  I hate  to 
tell  you  this,  but  your  son  is  a 
moron.’’ 

Jones — “Where  is  he?  I’ll  teach 
that  young  man  to  join  a frater- 
nity without  first  consulting  me.” 
— Arizona  Kitty-Kat 


BOWL . . . 

at  the 

Colonial 

BOWLING  ALLEYS 

PHONE  9165  — ASK  FOR  STEVE 

40  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

UNDER  COLONIAL  THEATRE 


Since  the  advent  of  those  week- 
ly radio  and  victrola  dances,  Sat- 
urday eve  is  no  longer  known  as 
the  “night  of  the  bath,  but  rather 
as  one  of  music  and  gaiety;  and 
so  our  local  fraternity  groups  are 
putting  off  the  butcher  and  baker 
in  order  to  stock  up  their  libraries 
of  canned  music. 

Your  correspondent  has  been 
checking  up  on  the  record  mak- 
ers and  I present  here  the  results 
of  an  interview  with  four  of  the 
current  hit  recordings. 

Brunswick  Releases 

No.  6794  — Fox  Trots 
Little  Dutch  Mill 
Shadows  of  Love 

Sung  by  Bing  Crosby 
Your  correspondent  s favorite 
crooner.  You  will  like  this  record- 
ing. 

No.  6791  — Fox  Trots 

Love  Me 

Infatuation 

Glen  Gray  and  the 
Casa  Loma  Orches- 
tra. 

Vocal  by  Kenneth 
Sargent. 

Two  melodiously  rhythmic  ren- 
ditions. Swell  arrangements. 
Victor  Releases 

No.  24579  — Fox  Trots 
111  Wind 

As  Long  As  I Live 

Eddy  Duchin. 
Koehler-Arlen  of  Stormy  Wea- 
ther fame  have  crashed  through 
again  with  111  Wind.  Duchin  does 
mean  things  with  a piano. 

Fiskana 

Anthony  and  Cleopatra 
Adam  and  Eve 

Vocal  and  Piano  by 
Dwigh  Fiske. 

A novelty  recording  for  SO- 
1ISTICATES  . . . Dwight  Fiske 
tells  about  Cleo,  the  gal  who 
didn’t  know  what  to  do  with  her 
asp. 


Phone  2978 

Sanitary 
Fruit  Market 

Tuck  and  Friedman 

Early  and  Late  Fruits 
and  Vegetables  in  Season 
558  BROADWAY 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


KOCH 

BROTHERS 

CENTRE  SOUARE  ALLENTOWN 

YOUNG  MEN’S 
CLOTHING 

that  completely  meets 
with  the  refined  good 
taste  of  the 

UNIVERSITY  MAN 


Steinway  Pianos 

Furniture  of  Quality 

Westinghouse  Refrigerators 

STROMBERG-CARLSON  and 
PHILCO  RADIOS 

Goodenough’s 

5 34  Main  Street,  Bethlehem 
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Safeguard  Your  Health 

Use 

MOWRER’S  MILK 

Phone  2687 


Bill  Hager,  ’23 

Clothes  and  Haberdashery  of  Distinction 


WOLBACH  CANDY  and  TOBACCO  CO. 

318  Brodhead  Avenue 


E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 


Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 


Bethlehem,  Pa. 


OFFICERS 

FREDERICK  A.  HEIM  President 

D.  H.  BRILLHART Vice-President 

C.  H.  GREEN Vice  President 

DUDLEY  C.  RYMAN Secretary  and  Treasurer 

C.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Jr. Ass’t  Sec.  Treas. 

E.  D.  MILL Title  Officer 

W.  J.  TOOHEY  Trust  Officer 

W.  H.  FELKER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

B.  C.  HOFFNER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

HERBERT  J.  HARTZOG  Counsel 


Way  off  in  the  Straits  of  Bering 
Lived  a fisherman  bold  and  daring. 

He  went  off  to  sea 
Just  as  drunk  as  could  be 

And  came  back  with  a load  of  canned  herring. 

• 

Hieroglyphics 
Is  worse  n Physics, 

Maybe. 


“You  should  have  told  me  in  the 
Hydraulics  Lab” 


Th  ere’s  a helluva  situation  at  Le- 
high 

Yes  a helluva  situation  at  Lehigh 
For  the  library’s  full  of  books 
And  the  building’s  full  of  nooks 
But  there’s  one  thing  that’s  in  hock 
It’s  the  much  desired  clock. 


DUGAN  BROTHERS 


Bakers  for  the  Home 


New  Jersey 
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Mrs.  Mahoney  (returning  after  fortnight’s  ab- 
sence) — Did  yez  feed  the  two  hins  while  1 was 
away? 

Mahoney — Oi  did  not — the  two  hins  fed  me. 


Frosh — 'I  passed  by  your  house  the  other  day.’ 
Soph — “Thanks.  We  appreciate  it.” 

Soph — “What  is  the  hardest  thing  you  ever  did?” 
Senior — “Make  ten  easy  payments  on  that  radio  I 
bought.” 

• 

“Jane  is  putting  on  airs  lately. 

“I  hadn’t  noticed  anything  new.” 

“Yes,  she’s  got  a job  in  a music  store,  demonstrat- 
ing phonograph  records.” 

• 

WRIT  IS  SERVED 

ON  O.  F.  WOODWARD 
Must  Produce  Children  in  Court 
in  24  Hours 
— Randan,  Pa.  Courier. 


Mother  of  20  Wins 

Divorce  for  Neglect 
— Phila.  Inquirer. 

Well,  I ask  you. 

Haste  makes  waste. 

Princess  Cantacuzene  Named 

On  Twentieth  Birthday 
— N.  Y.  Times. 

And  about  time,  too. 

CHOKE — A humorous  tale. 

CHIP — To  swindle. 

CHOICEY — A state,  New  Choicey. 

VETO — Answer  “How  many  are  going?  Just 
veto.” 

BUCKS— Lice. 

• 

Frosh — “Did  you  tell  it  around  the  campus  that 
my  head  was  made  of  solid  ivory?” 

Senior — “No,  indeed.  I never  used  such  lan- 
guage." 

Frosh — “Then  what  did  you  say  about  me? 
Senior — “I  merely  stated  that  you  carried  more 
osseous  matter  above  your  shoulders  than  any  other 
man  I had  ever  met.” 

Frosh — “Oh!  That’s  different.” 


JILL:  "M-m-m.  That  pipe  smells  good!" 
JACK:  "it  is  good.  But  I thought  most  girls 
disliked  pipes." 

JILL:  "Maybe  it  depends  on  what  a man  puts 
into  a pipe." 

JACK:  "A  good  point.  There’s  Edgeworth  in 
this  one.  It's  my  idea  of  a man's  smoke." 

• • • 

Maybe  we're  stretching  a point  to  claim  sex 
appeal  for  Edgeworth.  But  the  fact  remains, 
most  girls  do  like  its  aroma.  It  is,  as  Jack  says, 
a man's  smoke.  Mild,  yes  — in  fact,  it’s  made 
from  the  tenderest  leaves  of  the  Burley  plant. 
But  it’s  not  tasteless,  flavorless,  because  it’s 
mild.  Edgeworth  is  skilfully  blended  to  bring 
out  the  rich,  full-bodied  flavor  of 
the  choicest  Burley. 

Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready- 
Rubbed  or  Edgeworth  in 
Slice  form.  15c  pocket  pack- 
age to  pound  humidor  tin. 
Several  sizes  in  vacuum 
packed  tins.  Larus  & Bro. 
Co.,  Richmond , Va.,  Tobac- 
conists since  1877. 


EDGEWORTH 


SMOKING  TOBACCO 


MADE  FROM  THE  MILDEST  PIPE  TOBACCO  THAT  GROWS 
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College  Seal  Stationery 
College  Seal  Jewelry 

Monogramed  Stationery 
WHILE  YOU  WAIT  

Lehigh  Stationery  Co. 

A COMPLETE  LINE  OF  OFFICE  and  SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

I 4 West  Fourth  Street  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

PHONE  1284 


Another  capital  suggestion  for  Open  House  has 
been  made.  It  is  suggested  that  the  University  place 
on  display  at  the  flag-pole  in  brilliant  lights  the  first 
Packard  car  and  our  present  horse  and  wagon  used 
for  hauling  on  the  campus.  This  being  an  endeavor 
to  show  the  advancement  in  the  use  of  vehicles 
since  1900. 

“Paw,  what’s  an  advertisement?” 

An  advertisement  is  the  picture  of  a pretty  girl 
eating,  cooking,  chewing,  smelling,  gargling,  smok- 
ing, rubbing,  wearing  or  driving  something  which 
the  advertisers  wish  to  sell. 

ODE  TO  A GRECIAN  YARN 

There  lived  a Greek  in  Metropolis 
Named  Peter  John  Victor  Polopolis 
Who  loved  a Greek  maid  named  Xopolus 
Of  rare  Grecian  beauty  and  charm. 

On  the  banks  of  the  old  river  Pdixias 
John  Victor  wooed  his  love  . . . Xopolus 
With  a lyre  just  like  Phidias 
He  played  hey-di  hideous 
And  scared  colosseums  away. 

All  the  folks  in  ancient  Metropolis 
Said  “see  here  P.  J.  V.  Polopolis 
Your  music  is  frankly  bubonic.” 

But  with  nary  a care 

And  his  head  in  the  air 

He  answered  it’s  pure  polyphonic. 

In  referring  to  the  great  and  small  financiers  of 
the  country  any  promoter  who  makes  somewhat  of  a 
mess  of  a business  and  fails  quite  utterly  may  be  re- 
ferred to  as  not  knowing  his  assets  from  his  liabili- 
ties. 


PHOTOGRAPHS 

for  Mother’s  Day 

May  13th 

McCaa  Studios 
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Frosh:  Can  you  tell  me  what  sex  is? 

Frosh  (2)  : Sure  1 can,  ha-ha.  Don’t  you  know? 
Ha-ha  he  don't  know  what  sex  is.  That’s  something. 

• 

Frosh:  Maybe  you  can  tell  me  what  sex  is. 

Soph:  Why  certainly.  Sex  is  an  organic  distur- 
bance which  we  all  experience;  some  enjoy  it  and 
others  say  they  don’t.  I know  all  about  it;  now  in 
the  first  place . 


Frosh:  Do  you  know  what  sex  is? 

Junior:  Well,  sort  of,  that  is,  you  see,  it  is  some- 
thing like,  — well  like  uh,  — well  1 can’t  exactly 
explain  it. 


Frosh:  Say  look,  do  you  happen  to  know  what 
sex  is? 

Senior:  HELL  NO. 


Fuel  and  oil  technology 

Ain’t  what  all  it’s  cracked  up  to  be. 


Earl  H.  Gier 

JEWELER 

129  West  Fourth  Street  Bethlehem 

(NEXT  TO  POST  OFFICE) 


Purol  Service  Station 

Five  Points  — Bethlehem,  Penna. 


TELEPHONE  3907  WE  CALL  and  DELIVER 

Royal  Dyers  & Cleaners 

Cleaning  — Pressing  — Dyeing  — Altering 

323  South  New  Street  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


A COOLING  SYSTEM 
FOR  CIGARETTES 


BT1 

Adopt  the  system  of  eating  one  Life 
Saver  after  each  cigarette.  See  how 
much  cooler  your  mouth  stays! 

IF  IT  HASN’T  A HOLE IT  ISN’T  A LIFE  SAVER! 

• 

Well!  Of  all  things.  I listened  to  the  Little  Jack 
Little  broadcasts  for  several  weeks  before  I 
discovered  that  he  had  an  orchestra  to  accompany 
him.  And  speaking  of  broadcasts,  it  occurred  to  Wee 
Burro  that  unfortunately  Joe  Penner  is  responsible 
for  the  same  ill  effects  of  the  Ozzie  Nelson  etheriz- 
ing that  Harry  Richman  produced  with  Fred  Waring. 

• 

LUKE:  Geez,  I had  the  awfullest  dream  last  nite. 

It  was  horrible.  I was  locked  in  a room  with  a flock 
of  beautiful  women.  The  most  gorgeous  creatures  I 
have  ever  seen.  They  were  attacking  me  and  1 was 
fighting  for  my  honor. 

McGLUKE:  What  was  so  awful  about  that? 

LUKE:  Didn’t  you  hear  me,  guy?  1 said  I was 
fighting  for  my  honor. 


The  Wren  House 

BRAUHAUS 

Orchestra — W ednesday  and  Saturday 

556  CARLTON  AVENUE  BETHLEHEM 
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New  Management  — At  Your  Service 

When  you  want  service  on  your  Ford — or  any 
car — call  on  us.  You  will  be  courteously  wel- 
comed and  pleasantly  serviced.  Our  mechanics 
are  trained,  efficient  and  prompt. 

Warner  Motor  Company 

AUTHORIEZED  FORD  DEALER 

SUCCESSOR  TO  FOERING  MOTOR  CO. 


1029  LINDEN  STREET,  BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


Tel.  3160 


Tel.  3161 


MM 
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Gunga:  Well,  I had  to  renew  my  trombone  les- 

sons today.’ 

Din:  "How  come? 

Gunga:  "Oh,  I ve  been  kinda  lettin’  it  slide 

lately." 

(Freshman  answering  the  phone  call  of  a local 
girl  during  the  first  days  of  his  acquaintance  with 
her)  : "Hello,  my  love." 

Same  Freshman  one  month  later:  "Oh,  hello.” 

Another  month  lapses:  "So  it’s  you  again! 

Finally:  ‘Dammit,  1 thought  I told  you  to  stop 

calling  me!" 

When  money  talks,  it  usually  says  goodbye. 

© 

Prospective  Employer:  "But  you’re  asking  for  a 
rather  high  wage,  inasmuch  as  you  know  nothing 
about  the  work. 

Lehigh  Grad:  "But,  you  see,  not  knowing  the  work 
makes  it  so  much  more  difficult  for  me." 


In  Scotland  it  is  considered  bad  luck  for  more 
than  twelve  people  to  light  their  pipes  on  one  match. 

• 

Isn’t  It  True? 

First  Wire:  “House  party  May  5th.  Wire  if  you 
can  come.  Love,  Bill.” 

Second  Wire:  "Would  love  to  come.  Please  send 
details.  Love,  Kit.” 

Third  Wire:  “Take  4:20  train  May  4th.  Fourteen 
dollars  round  trip.  Love  Bill. 

Final  Wire:  "Infection  set  in  right  eye.  Can  t come. 
Love,  Kit.” 

• 

A man  went  to  have  his  photograph  taken. 

“Mounted  or  otherwise?"  asked  the  photog- 
rapher. 

"Well,  I’ll  have  it  taken  mounted,”  replied  the 
man,  “but  I don’t  know  what  my  wife  will  say  — 
she’s  never  seen  me  on  a horse  before. 

• 

Mrs.  MacDougal  (running  into  the  house)  : San- 

dy! Sandy!  A strange  cow  is  in  our  garden!’ 

Sandy:  "Then  why  are  you  standing  here  wasting 
t’me?  Milk  her  quickly! 


twenty-eight 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


The 
Hotel 
Bethlehem 
extends  a cor- 
dial invitation  to 
men  of  Lehigh  and 
their  families  to  avail 
themselves  of  the  modern 
facilities  of  the  hotels.  We 
take  pardonable  pride  in  the  ex- 
cellence of  our  cusine  and  the  quality 
of  our  service.  Saturday  afternoon  Tea 
Dances  and  Saturday  Night  Dances  have 
made  the  Hotel  Bethlehem  the  smart  rendez- 
vous of  discriminating  Lehigh  men.  Our  Main  Din- 
ing Room  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  in  the  Lehigh 
Valley.  Moderate  prices  are  featured  in  our  Coffee  Shop 
where  our  high  quality  food  standard  is  maintained.  Our 
Cocktail  Room  and  Tap  Room  offer  the  ultimate  in  beverage 
creations.  De  Luxe  Sunday  Dinners  are  featured  at  $1.00  — 
Children  75c.  Room  Rates  are  surprisingly  reasonable. 


“ Bethlehem  s distinctive  home  of  hospitality” 


JX'e  believe 
you'll  enjoy 
them 


hesterfield 


they’re  MILDER 
they  TASTE  BETTER 
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